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Cheese Whapiets With Arms 


W°: were not supposed to 


use the word fat anymore. 

Sorry, I couldn’t help it. 

Soit was alittle strange when 
this new study came out from the 
National Center for Health Sta- 
tistics, announcing that one-third 
of everybody in America is... 

Okay, I won't say it. 

Paunchy, obese, rotund, pot- 
bellied, oversized, elephantine, 
roly-poly, massive, gigantic, blub- 
bery, tubs of lard. 

There, that’s better. 

And the definition of being a 
Land Whale is 20 per cent or 
more above your correct weight, 
which means we got a whole lot of 
Flesh Monsters that didn’t get 
counted cause they just missed 
the cut-off. 

Not only did they find out 
that there’s, like, eighty million 
Chunkmeisters out there, but it’s 
getting worse every year. We have 
31 per cent more Walking Office 
Buildings than we had ten years 
ago. We’ve got people up there in 
Missouri putting stress fractures 
in the foundations of their tract 
homes, you know what I mean? 

We've got Lard-Ladling old 
people that spend $40,000 a year 
on six-dollar all-you-can-eat Holi- 
day Inn buffet dinners. 

And listen to this part of it. 
You know how it’s always the 
men who are accused of being The complete plot of Backstreet Sastice. as demonstrated by 
couch potatoes, sitting around Linda Kozlowski. 
watchin football, nursin their beer bellies? Well, it women have butts that look like squids seen through 
turns out that women are worse. Only 31 percent of the glass at the aquarium. 
the guys are overweight, but 35 per cent of the gals. And then the government tries to figure out why 
We might be couch potatoes, but some of these everybody is turning into Cheese Whoppers with 
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arms, and their conclu- 
sion is... “low physical 
activity level.” 

Well, no kiddin, Mr. 
Churchill. Some of these 
people can’t even see 
their feet without doing 


three hours on a 
Thighmaster first. 
But the funny thing 


was, the media tried to 
report this whole story 
without ever using the 
word “fat.” 

I think this might 
be why we have so many 
Aunt Jemima Frozen 
Waffle People. Because 
nobody ever uses this 
word around em. Maybe 
what they really need is 
somebody to get in their 
face and say, “You're fat. 
You're, like, really re- 
ally fat.” 


...uh... just because. 


And maybe some of em would go, “Oh, okay, 
yeah, when you put it like that,” and lose some 
weight. 

But if we don’t ever say fat, they might just think 
their shoes are on too tight or something. 

Does this make sense to you? 

Anyhow, speaking of stuff that doesn’t make a 
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Linda is stuck in Pittsburgh’s crummiest neighborhood, because. 








. well 


lick of sense, this flick called Backstreet Justice just 
came out, and it’s basically the story of a female 
private eye in a scummy Pittsburgh neighborhood 
who’s trying to solve all these murder and rape 
cases, only the cops aren’t helping, and she even 
thinks maybe the cops are doing the murders, and 
she has to prove herself because her father was a 
corrupt cop, and the vicious police captain played by 
Paul Sorvino hates her, and her sort-of boyfriend is 
a cop, but every time she comes home there’s a cop 
sneaking into somebody’s apartment or running up 
the fire escape of her building. (And I do mean every 
time she comes home.) 

It’s kind of a goofy story, where she’s hired by 
this community crime network to solve the crimes, 
only one of the leaders of it starts trying to get her 
thrown out, and then she goes down into the county 
archives and decides that maybe her dad wasn’t a 
bad cop after all, and then she hangs around a lot 
with the retired D.A. who thinks of her like a 
daughter, and then she goes to the nursing home to 
see her crazy mama Tammy Grimes, and sometimes 
she takes time out to kung-fu some burglars and 
throw killer cops off of rooftops with the help of her 
cool Negro partner. 

In other words, way too much plot getting in the 
way of the story. It kinda feels like one of those 
scripts where somebody really believed in it, like 
they said “This film is, like, my life, man,” only they 
didn’t realize that you can’t explain your whole 
goldang life in one movie. 

How many times do I have to explain these 
things? 

Fight dead bodies. Three breasts. Coffee in the 
face. Aardvarking. Bomb. Roof plunge. Kung Fu. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


A Diff’rent Dana 


Now residingin 
Tulsa, Oklahoma 
with her 10-year- 
old son, Diffrent 
Strokes star Dana 
Plato is making a 
name for herself in 
the B movie world. 
Having conquered 


some severe per- 
sonal turmoil, she 
is in top physical 
and mental form 


and prefers the 
quiet setting of 
Oklahoma to the 


in Los Angeles. However, Plato 
was recently in Los Angeles film- 
ing Glider Entertainment’s ac- 
tion film Bladeboxer for director 
Bruce Reeseman. Plato is 
thrilled with her role as a tough, 
smart and strong private inves- 
tigator. Kevin King, Todd 
McKee and Robin Joi Brown 
co-star. Bladeboxer is scheduled 
for a March 1995 release. Also, 
Plato is soon to start the “coming 


Melissa Ania Mesare 


fast-paced lifestyl€ = 


of age” film Down- 
time for producer 
Jerry Wolfe (Pla- 
to’s manager) and di- 
rector Dan Gero- 
vich. Plato, who pos- 
sesses a beautiful 
singing voice, is ex- 
cited about the op- 
portunity to com- 
bine her singing and 
acting talents in one 
character, a coun- 
try-western singer. 

Slated for a Feb- 
ruary 1995 release 
is the high octane 
action film Last Man Standing 
from PM Entertainment, starring 
Jonathan Banks (Freejack) and 
Jeff Wincott, and directed by Jo- 
seph Merhi. PM Entertainment’s 
new offices and state-of-the-art ed- 
iting facilities are allowing for a 
higher quality and greater num- 
ber of films to be produced each 
year. An estimated ten to fifteen 
films are planned for 1995 with at 
least one or two making a theatri- 


cal debut. 

Catherine Cyran directs 
New Horizons’ erotic thriller In 
the Heat of Passion 2: Unfaith- 
ful. Cyran brings to the screen a 
woman’s point of view of sex and 
suspense in the movies. Barry 
Bostwick (Rocky Horror Pic- 
ture Show), Lesley Anne Down 
(The Great Train Robbery) and 
Teresa Hill star. 

Comic books have always 
been popular, but the 1990’s have 
brought a huge surge of interest 
from people of all walks of life. 
The king of low-budget films, 
Roger Corman, has realized 
this increased interest and has 
formed his own comic book com- 
pany, Roger Corman’s Cosmic 
Comics. Corman has three titles 
he is working on: Death Race 
2020, Wasp Woman, and Bram 
Stoker’s Burial of the Rats. 

—ME.issa ANNE Moore 

If you have news for Melissa, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
ix (S224. 





Taser Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nominations for 
Linda Kozlowski, as the I-never-sleep vigilante who 
has nightmare flashbacks about her daddy and says 
“Mort’s a defendant waiting to happen” and “Let’s 
get drunk”; Paul Sorvino, as the screaming, red- 
faced, stocky police captain who says “I’m not through 
with you!”; Tammy Grimes, as the dotty old half- 
crazed mama, for sobbing hysterically and saying 
“Daddy was gonna get him”; Hector Elizondo, as the 
retired D.A. who doesn’t really have much to do with 
the story but does it well; and Chris McIntyre, the 
writer/director, whose motto is “Hey, here’s some- 
thing we could throw in.” 
Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


- Capitalist Alert! 


_ The Apache Drive-In in Tucson, which 
reopened last June, has been closed downagain, 
_and this time nobody’s talking. What are they 

_ doing, toying with our emotions? Marty Ketola 
reminds us that, without eternal vigilance, it 
_ can happen here. 
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They cover bald spots, sure, but when it comes to the players’ strike. . . 


Baseball Caps Suck 


Y ou know how ever time there’s a war, or astrike, 
or a lawsuit, there’s always people who say, 
“Now why can't they just get along?” 

My mother is like this. My mother thinks all the 
problems of the world would be solved if people just 





Shannon Tweed comes to the guest house to tutor the teenage son, but stays to 
administer deadly perfume to his mom, Kim Morgan Greene, in the drive-in 
version of The Hand That Rocks the Cradle, an excellent rip-off called Scorned. 


got along. I never asked her about it, but I imagine 
she thinks the Jews and the Nazis wouldn’t have had 
to go through the Holocaust if they'd stopped for a 
minute and said, “You know what? We should get 
along.” 

And so that’s what people are saying about the 
baseball strike. Isn’t it a shame that those players 
and those owners just can’t get along? 

But looky here. This thing is simple. The owners 
are holding out for a “salary cap.” 

That’s a nice way of saying price-fixing. 

That’s a nice way for the owners to say, “Let’s 
compete with one another, but only up to a point. 
Let’s make it so that, no matter how much we wanna 
outbid the other guy, there’s a cut-off point, a limit.” 

It’s like holding an auction where the bidders 
can only spend $5,000 each. Any more than that is 
illegal. So, even if they want to pay $5,000 per chair 
for four chairs, theyre forced by the rules to limit 
their bids to $1,250 per chair. 

I understand this. It seems like America could 


understand this, too. But a lot of ordinary working 
people think the players are being unreasonable. 
Hell, the players are taking the ordinary working 
person position. They believe in forcing these old 
coots to pay em what they’re worth, and what the 
market will bear. 
Baseball is one of 
the few Ameri- 
can businesses 
where the 
worker has won. 

And the fans 
don’t like that. I 
don’t know why, 
but they do not 
like ball players 
making a lot of 


money. They 
could care less if 
owners make 


millions of dol- 
lars, but they 
don’t likeit when 
it’s third 
basemen. 

So look at it 
this way. Who do 
you go to the 
ballpark to see? 

Who do you 
wanna give your 
money to? 





I wanna give it to the players. 

If the owners don’t wanna spend a million a year 
on outfielders, then don’t spend a million a year on 
outfielders. Use another outfielder, who doesn’t cost 
as much. 

But let these guys make their money, however 
they can, whenever they can. Cause one of these 
days, like around the time they turn 30, they’re 
gonna be back in the trenches with all the rest of us. 

It’s not much time. My advice to the players: 
Whatever you do, don’t get along. 

And speaking of national pastimes, this week’s 
Shannon Tweed movie is Scorned, also starring and 
directed by the multi-talented Andrew Stevens. (Is it 
my imagination, or have there been about forty 
movies with Shannon Tweed and Andrew Stevens? 
Did they get married or something?) 

What we've got here is an excellent Hand That 
Rocks the Cradle rip-off, with Shannon as the Widow 
From Hell, Tutor From Hell, and Psycho Sex Demon 
From Hell. When her sleazeball husband commits 


suicide because he’s passed over for promotion, Shan- 
non shows up at Andrew’s house, posing as a high 
school tutor for Andrew’s troubled teenage son. Why 
Andrew? Because Andrew got the job her husband 
should have gotten after he forced Shannon to let a 
client have sex with her on the kitchen counter. 

So Shannon moves into the guest house, makes 
friends with everybody, sleeps with the teenage son, 
sleeps with Andrew, sleeps with Andrew’s ditzy pill- 
poppin wife (Kim Morgan Greene), and is so despi- 
cable that she even murders the live-in Meskin 
housekeeper. 

Where does it all lead? Well... er...uh...hm. 

I knew it just a second ago. 

Oh yeah, it leads to Mayhem. 

Three dead bodies. Two dead birds. Twelve 
breasts. Multiple aardvarking. Catfight. Gratuitous 
coke-sniffing. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Dan McVicar, as the slimy husband who 
tells Shannon, “Be nice to him! Party a little bit!”; 
Kim Morgan Greene, as the drughead wife who says 
“Don’t patronize me, I am not crazy!”; Andrew 
Stevens, for directing this baby the drive-in way and 
for smashing Shannon Tweed through a second- 
story window; and Shannon Tweed, as the experi- 
enced older woman who tells the kid, “Next time you 
wanna see something, knock on my door and ask me” 
and “I’m gonna teach you everything I know” and “In 
an hour, I promise, you'll be able to beg in two 
languages.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





Andrew plays pocket pool with Shannon. 
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Drive-In T heater 


Je Bob’ c Drive-In Theater : appears on The Movie Chan- - 
nel Saturdays at 11 p.m. astern, 10 Central, 5 Mountain, i - 
Pacific. _ 

_N ovembher 26: Save Me: Hacryt Ham lin cae ‘this eae - 
rate erotic thriller about abond trader, going through < apainful © 
separation from his wife and son, who falls for Lysette An- - 
thony one day at the mall when she leaves him anotethatsays | 
“Save Me.” She’s desperately trying to get away from psychia- — 
trist Michael Ironside, but, as usual, allis not whatitseems. _ 
Four stars. (Second feature: The Pit and the Pendulum: The — 
best version of the Edgar Allan Poe story ever made, thanks 
to Lance Henriksen’s performance as Torquemada, and 
Rona de Ricci as Maria. Stuart Gordon, director of Re- 
Animator, includes elements of “Premature Burial” and “Fall _ 
of the House of Usher” along with the title story, and Oliver 
Reed is in it for about ten seconds. Four stars.) 

December 3: Rage and Honor: Complicated kung-fu = 
drama starring Cynthia Rothrock as a martial arts instruc- 
tor whose brother killed her sensei, and Richard Norton as 
the Aussie cop she teams up with to bring down his criminal _ 
organization. The target of their mission is Brian Thompson, 

a brutal emotionless deltoid-rippling bad guy. Twostars. (Sec- _ 
ond feature: Body Chemistry II: The Voice of a Stranger: Erotic 
thriller starring Gregory Harrison as a smalltown football | 
hero returning to his roots after getting kicked off the L.A. 
police force for being too violent. His old girlfriend, Robin 
Riker, wants him back, but he’s afraid to tell her how much he 
likes rough sex—real rough sex. Happy to talk to him, though, 

is Lisa Pescia as the local sex-advice therapist on the radio 
station, where she preaches “Embrace the pain!” Great perfor- 
mance by Morton Downey, dr., as the smehat station . 
manager. Four stars.) 

December 10: The Silencer: Fairly senfadig La Femme — 
Nikita rip-off starring Lynette Walden as a Harley-riding 
tough gal in leather who blows away members of an interna- _ 
tional white-slavery syndicate while being stalked by ex-lover 
and fellow hitperson Chris Mulkey. Morton Downey, Jr., 
one of the bad guys, has one of the most memorable (and — 
disgusting) death scenes in movie oem ae ‘Gecond feature: < 








Caroline at M fidnight. ) 





Reviews by the Suspense Thriller Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


[Ro UBLE BOUND 


“Top-notch” “tongue-in-cheek” “loopy, wildly irreverent” 
road adventure starring “standout” Michael Madsen as a “dead- 
pan” ex-con “rube” on the highway to Nevada who 
doesn’t know there’s a body in the trunk of the 
Lincoln Continental hejust won ina poker game, or 
that the sexy cocktail waitress he picks up, “feisty” 
“over-the-top wacko” “babe” Patricia Arquette, 
has plans to kill a mob boss who killed her father. 
“Practically an American Road Warrior with drug 
dealers and gangsters replacing the post-nuclear 
types.” “A spoof of film noir road movies that works 
most of the time.” “At times this thing barely moves, 
and it’s too predictable when it does.” “Arquette 
looks great with big hair, heavy makeup and a 
cocktail waitress outfit.” “Madsen is the next Mickey 
Rourke.” “Madsen acts like Andrew Dice Clay act- 
ing like Bruce Willis.” Madsen’s best line: “I used to 
do nothing, then I retired.” Arquette’s best line: 
“Porno is for perverts, politicians and serial kill- 
ers.” Best line overall: “She had a nose ring in one 
of her titties. Course, I guess that wouldn’t be a nose 
ring, would it?” Fifteen dead bodies. Eight breasts. 
Corpse on a forklift. Three motor vehicle chases. 
Gratuitous strippers. Cast: Seymour Cassel 
(“pretty lame” as mobster Santino), Florence 
Stanley (“awful” as mob boss Grandma Martucci), Mark 
Pelligrino (“weak” as Deputy Roy), San Jenco (Arquette’s 
cousin Danny), Paul Ben-Victor (Zand), Billy Bob Thornton 
(Cold Face), Rustam Branaman (Rat Man), Darren Epton 
(Raphael), Gregory Sporleder (Irwin). Writers: Darrell Fetty, 
Francis Delia (“typical plot”). Director: Jeffrey Reiner (“tight”). 
[LITC/Fox. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 88. 


JDEADLY RIVALS 


Thriller “with a fair amount of style,” starring “okay” An- 
drew Stevens as a “nerd” laser tech expert who goes to Miami 
for a convention, falls in love with “babe” Cela Wise (“a Rachel 
Ward look-alike”), the sister of a Mafia courier who steals emer- 
alds from Mafia boss Joe Bologna (“he makes a fun capo”), and 
finds himself committing crimes for her and getting burned by an 
FBI sting. Making life difficult for Stevens are “bad” spy Margot 
Hemingway (“she’s like some kind of caricature”) and “card- 
board man” Richard Roundtree, “pretty good” as an FBl agent. 
“A lighter take on Good- 
fellas.” “A perfect drive-in 
movie. The plotis ludicrous, 
but all these people play 
their roles as if it’s another 
Dr. Zhivago.” “Can a high- 
tech government laser sci- 


System 


94-89 Classic 
entist really be that stupid?” 88.84 Wxcellent 
“They can’t decide whether : 
to go for comedy or serious 83-80 Decent 
drama. Bologna issues one- 79-75 Watchable 
liners while a victim gets 74-65 Pathetic 
electro-shock on his pri- 64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


vates.” “Stevens turns in his 
usual talking-duck perfor- 
mance.” “Hemingway actu- 
ally says, ‘Sheesh a shpy.’ 
Nice teeth.” “Hemingway’s 
hair is too tight.” “Heming- 
way gets worse and worse 
with each new role.” Stevens 
has the best line: “Screw 


Records 


Rocks the Cradle, 1992). 


Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


_ Suspense Thriller 


"Highest Rating: 94 (The Hand That 


Lowest rating: 62 (Sherlock Holmes 
& the Leading Lady, 1991). 


reasonable! ve got a gun and I’m pissed off!” Eight dead bodies. 
Four breasts. Battery cables to the crotch. Two motor vehicle 
chases. One explosion. Hypodermic syringe Fu. Cast: Randi 
Ingerman (“great” as “sexy Mafia courier” and “earthy” “conniv- 





Patricia Arquette is a wack big-haired Mafia princess and cocktail 
waitress in the irreverent over-the-top road picture, Trouble Bound. 


ing slut” Rachel Richmond), Francesco Quinn (“best perfor- 
mance,” “mildly sexy” as “junior mobster” Bunny Wedman, “cheap 
hood” who narrates the film). Writer: Redge Mahaffrey (“okay 
script,” “plot hopelessly confused”). Producer/Photographer/Di- 
rector: James Dodson. [Rocket Pictures/MCA-Universal. 1992/ 


93.] Overall rating: 84. 


[PREY OF THE CHAMELION 
“Lame” “predictable” but “easy-to-watch” made-for-cable 
thriller starring “watchable” Daphne Zuniga as an escaped 
mental patient who befriends her intended victims, then kills 
them and assumes their exact physical identities. She gets really 
confused when she falls in love with a hitchhiker, James Wilder, 
who “is always getting hit in the head.” She kidnaps him, and the 
only person who can help is Wilder’s girlfriend, a small-town 
deputy sheriff played by “stiff” but “good” Alexandra Paul, who 
“has a great smirk.” “A relatively well-made film, but you know 
what the ending will be well before the ending.” “Zuniga never 
really ‘becomes’ anybody. She just puts on their clothes 
and says lines like ‘Stop confusing me. My mother is 
alive!” “Much better than average for Showtime. A 
pleasant surprise.” “Zuniga is a big tease, continuing her 
policy of undressing but not showing anything.” “Bad 
Texas accents.” Eight dead bodies. Two breasts. One 
motor vehicle chase. Coat-hanger strangulation. Billiard 
cue Fu. Cast: Don Harvey (“really awful” as FBI agent 
Resnick), Red West (“standout” as “typical West Texas 
sheriff’? Tom Pritchard), Michelle McBride (Leslie). 
Writers: April Campbell Jones, Fleming B. Fuller 
(“nice,” “well-developed plot”). Director: Fuller. 
[Showtime/Prism. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 81. 


[_FAVING NORMAL 


“Beautifully shot” but predictable “female buddy 
picture” starring “goofball slut” Christine Lahti as “a 
loud, brash ex-waitress with a past,” and “jiggly, giddy” 
Meg Tilly as a “quiet, sensitive abused wife,” who leave 
Normal, Wyoming, and set out on the road to Lahti’s 
newly-inherited homestead in Alaska. When things get 


tough, it’s Tilly the doormat who comes up with the pluck to go 
on. “If you don’t know what’s going to happen every moment of 
this flick, you should never be allowed to see another movie.” 
“Thelma & Louise with a happy ending.” “Just a touch too much 
indoor-bullstuff growth stuff that females like.” “Lahti is intent 
on being a sort of nineties Shirley MacLaine with breasts. She 
overacts to the point of implosion (I wish).” Lahti has the best 
lines: “Oh Christ, I’ve done it, I’ve become Rhoda!” and “It takes 
more than two fingers to get me off.” Cast: Patricia Darbo 
(“outstanding” as an “amazingly intelligent truck stop watiress” 
named 66), Lenny Von Dohlen (“standout” as Harry), Maury 
Chaykin (Leon), Brett Cullen (Kurt), James Gammon (Walt), 
Eve Gordon (Emily), James Eckhouse (Rich). Writer: Ed- 
ward Solomon. Director: Edward Zwick. [Universal/MCA- 
Universal. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 80. 


EFENSELESS 


“Contrived” “uninvolving” “TV-type thriller” 
starring the “solid” Barbara Hershey as an attor- 
ney having an affair with a married businessman 
involved in the kiddie-porn industry. What she doesn’t 
know is that her lover is the husband of her ex- 
college roommate, the “convincing” Mary Beth 
Hurt, now a “deranged housewife.” Sam Shepard 
is “well-cast as the gruff but lovable cop on the case.” 
“Body Heat in reverse, with a few left turns.” “The 
interactions of a bunch of sleazebags. You just don’t 
really give a damn about any of these jerks.” Minor- 
ity opinion: “Great stuff! Really keeps you glued. 
Fast-paced.” Hershey has the best line: “If I were so 
sweet, I'd die of hypoglycemia.” Three dead bodies. 
Six breasts. Elevator Fu. Carving-knife Fu. Cast: 
Jay O. Sanders (“memorably dorky” as adult film 
star Bull Dozer), J.T. Walsh (Steven Seldes), Kellie 
Overbey (Janna Seldes), John Kapelos (Jack Ham- 
mer), Sheree North (Mrs. Bodeck), Randy Brooks 
(Monroe). Writer: James Hick. Director: Martin 
Campbell. [New Visions/Live. 1990/92.] Overall 
rating: 80. 


IAR’S EDGE 
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“Slow” “tedious” “skimpily-plotted” made-for-Showtime 
erotic thriller starring “very forgettable” “stiff Shannon Tweed 
as a Single mother with a 16-year-old son, the “good” “strange” 
Nick Shields, who has been absorbed in a world of violent 
fantasies ever since his stuntman father’s death. Those fantasies 
increase after a new father, “forgettable” “low-class psycho” 
David Keith, “sinking even further into his deranged redneck 
persona,” and his sleazy homosexual brother, the “ludicrous” 
Joseph Bottoms, move into the family mobile home. Shields and 
his “spunky girlfriend,” the “kinda good” Kathleen Robertson, 
“save the world for all the dumb, flaky grown-ups.” (“There are no 
functional adults in this film!”) “Just another ‘will anyone believe 
the crazy kid when he says he saw a murder story.” “No breasts? 
Shannon, what gives?” “Includes the dreaded tattooed male bew- 
tock plot device.” “Tweed thinks she should be acting. She should 
be taking her clothes off.” “Tweed wears T-shirts with her dead 
ex’s name on them while in bed with her hubby.” “Has Tweed gone 
and pulled a Traci Lords on us or what?” “Great footage from the 
Canadian side of Niagara Falls.” Minority opinion: “Tweed is a 
pretty damn good actress. She’s totally believable.” Robertson 
has the best line: “Can’t drive, can’t dance. Can you kiss?” Five 
dead bodies. Doll decapitation. Raincoat aardvarking. One motor 
vehicle chase. Cast: Christopher Plummer (“great character 
role,” “not really needed” as Det. Harry Weldon), Joanne Perica 
(“great” as “mystery woman” Marilyn), Stephen Hunter (Dr. 
Morris), Tom Melisses (D.J.), Joy Tanner (Ruth), Brock 
Simpson (Cop), David Stratton (Nick). Writer/Director: Ron 
Oliver (“very hard to follow,” “shaky premise,” “workmanlike’”). 
[Showtime/New Line. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 78. 





The old hypo-to-the-neck trick in the halfway decent Andrew Stevens 
thriller-of-the-month, Deadly Rivals. 


ETRAYAL OF THE DOVE 





“Competent” thriller “with a crummy script” starring “sin- 
cere” Helen Slater as a divorced mother of a seven-year-old set 
up on a blind date by matchmaking “two-faced” best friend Kelly 
Le Brock (“blows beets”). Slater starts to think the too-good-to- 
be-true doctor who sweeps her offher feet (Billy Zane) is too good 
to be true. Encouraging her in that opinion is a “nerdish” rival 
boyfriend, a sneezing lawyer who runs credit histories on his 
dates, played by the “convincing” David Lander. Butit turns out 
that “unshaven, alcohol-abusing” estranged husband and “great 
bad guy” Alan Thicke is the one who really has it in for her. “I 
couldn’t figure the ‘surprise’ ending out (even after I saw it). Too 
many holes in the plot. Did most of this movie end up on the 
cutting room floor?” “Better than expected attempt to give the 
Hitchcock treatment to a fairly mundane tale of greed and 
contrived suspense.” “First film in decades whose plot depends on 






a tonsillectomy.” “Slater is destined for canonization as a goofball 
B-movie single mom.” “A mannequin could outact Le Brock.” 
“Why hasn’t Le Brock done anything about her stupid accent 
since Weird Science?” “Lots of sound problems. Vocal levels don’t 
match. Music and sound effects too loud.” Thicke has the best line. 
After hearing Slater is going in for a tonsillectomy, he tells her she 
should be glad it’s not a mastectomy, but “even that’d be minor 
surgery.” Three dead bodies. Four breasts. Scalpel in the back. 
One motor vehicle chase. One explosion. Gratuitous topless bar 
scene. Cast: Harvey Korman (“good” as comic relief character 
Sid), Stuart Pankin (“good job” as Gabe the anesthesiologist), 
Heather Lind (“delivers her lines better than the grownups” as 
Anna). Writer: Robby Benson (“truly terrible”), from a story by 
Benson, Karla DeVito (“interesting twists and turns”). Director: 
Strathford Hamilton. [Prism. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 78. 


NDECENCY 


“Mild” “slowwwww” “routine” “whodunit” starring 
“sleazemeister” James Remar as a “scorned husband” and 
“scumbag pig” who throws wife Barbara Williams off a roof, 
then keeps coming back to sleep with and kill the rest of the cast, 
including “outstanding” “great blonde” Sammi Davis-Voss, 
Williams’ “jealous, sexy partner with an unexplained Australian 
accent,” and “mousy film editor” and recovering mental patient 
Jennifer Beals, “so sweet she gives you cavities,” as the woman 
determined to find out who killed her friend. “The ending of the 
film pretty much fizzles.” “The ‘surprise’ plot twist is pretty much 
observable from the onset.” “Very average. No nudity, no graphic 
violence. Everything is implied.” “Beals seems to purposely 
underplay her role.” Four dead bodies. Finger-sucking. Pillow 
suffocation. One motor vehicle chase. Cast: Christopher John 
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Fields (Chris), John Fleck 
(Steve). Writers: Amy Holden 
Jones, Holly Goldberg Sloan, 
Alan Ormsby (“better than aver- 
age,” “believable, complicated plot,” 
“incredibly poor”), from a story by 
Jones, Sloan. Director: Marisa 
Silver (“well-directed”). [MTE/ 
MCA-Universal. 1992/93.] Overall 
rating: 78. 


PRED WIND 


“Lame” “stupid” “slick” thriller 
full of “kinky sex,” starring “stiff- 
as-a-board” Lisa Hartman as a 
therapist specializing in abusive 
relationships who is into abuse 
herself. She finds herself increas- 
ingly fascinated by one client’s 
sado-masochism, and shortly there- 
after the client’s husband is 
“ground up in a limb-chipping ma- 
chine.” The “lame” Philip Casnoff 
is a private investigator who shows 
up and asks Hartman to help him 
track down the client. They have 
some rough sex, then set off on a 
quest. “A low-budget Whispers in 
the Dark.” “You know right off the 
bat what’s happening here.” “When did panty hose become an 
accepted swimwear accessory?” “Hartman looks appropriately 
terrified most of the time.” Three dead bodies. Cast: Christo- 
pher McDonald (“another cookie-cutter performance” as Victor 
Lange), Antoni Corone (Bo), Deanna Lund (Jane Beckum), 
Camilla More (Bonnie), Rhona Chambers (Tracy). Writer: 
Tom Noonan (“who wrote this?”). Director: Alan Metzger. 
[MTE/MCA-Universal. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 76. 


WINDMILLS OF THE GODS 


dictable Indecency. 


“Routine” “made-for-TV romance novel” “crapola” starring 
“stunningly beautiful” “TV mannequin” Jaclyn Smith, “totally 
unbelievable but gorgeous” as a recently-widowed Professor of 
Eastern European Studies named Ambassador to Romania dur- 
ing the Cold War, with an “okay” Robert Wagner, “playing his 
only character—Robert Wagner,” as the “cold-blooded” career 
officer appointed as her assistant. Smith has an affair with Ian 
McKellan that leads to her poisoning by a right-wing conspiracy. 
Waeneris the first suspect—but he turns out to be a double agent 
who comes to her rescue. Smith “saves the embassy by thinking 
to open the ceiling skylight and let out exploding balloons.” “How 
do you say lame in Romanian?” “The fate of the free world rests 
in Jaclyn Smith’s hands?” “There’s more ham in this clanker than 
at the Pork Farmers Association annual picnic.” “Absolute TV 
mediocrity, with a cheap plot from a silly novel and some dumb 
and obvious twists here and there.” “Way too predictable.” “The 
editing is so bad you can actually see tape marks on the sidewalk 
showing the actors where to stand.” Six dead bodies. Two car 
crashes. Eleven explosions. Stiletto Fu. Cast: Franco Nero 
(“just plain silly” as President Ianescu of Romania), Ruby Dee 
(Smith’s secretary), Michael Moriarty (“especially ridiculous” 





When James Remar is involved, it could be sex, 
could be violence—you never know, in the pre- 


as the U.S. president), Jimmy Ses- 
soms (“very bad makeup and accent” 
as Angel), Christopher Cazenove, 
David Ackroyd. Writer: John Gay 
(“terrible dialogue”), from the book by 
Sidney Sheldon (“plot contrived,” 
“politics insipid,” “fair story”). Direc- 
tor: Lee Philips. [ITC/Live. 1987/93. ] 
Overall rating: 74. 


(HE SHINING BLOOD 


“Silly people wander around Ari- 
zona” in this “ridiculous” “infantile, 
pretentious” “vanity film” starring 
“sood-looking” Machel Penn as a 
woman visiting her sister in a small 
Arizona town who is forced to escape 
some rapists and hook up with Gabriel 
Dicristofaro, a farm boy on his way to 
San Diego. When thugs are sent by her 
villainous brother-in-law, the day is 
saved by the producer/director of this 
“Indian pony poop,” the “horrendous” 
“excruciating” “absolutely ludicrous” 
Stash Klossowski, who is “totally 
unbelievable” in two roles. (“Sometimes 
he sounds like a redneck, sometimes 
an Englishman, and sometimes an 
Eastern European. He doesthem all at 
random!” “His singsong Sultan impression has to be seen to be 
believed.” “His attempts at a Southern accent are embarrassing.” 
“His beard looks like Santa Claus whiskers dyed black.”) 
Klossowski plays “an old Polish guy who gets to kung-fu kick-ass 
the bad guys and make love to the pretty young girls.” Next, Penn, 
Dicristofaro and Klossowski all seek refuge at the palatial retreat 
of an oriental potentate (also played by Klossowski) overseen by 
John Philip Law. Then they go in search of “the $2 million loot 
from a bank robbery,” but “run into a bunch of Native American 
spirits,” but not before Klossowski is bitten by a gila monster. 
“Very, very strange. How do these movies get made?” “The best 
Billy Jack movie since Billy Jack Goes to Oz. Like Billy Jack, this 
one was written, produced, directed, and starred by the same 
person.” “The acting by the principal males is so bad youcan’t take 
your eyes off the screen.” “Almost as silly as a Monty Python film, 
except you know it’s supposed to be serious.” “Who decided this 
picture should be letterboxed?” “This movie actually confuses 
American Indians with Indian Indians.” “The background music 
for a bar fight is, no kidding, ‘Knock Yer Teeth Out (One By One).” 
Five dead bodies. Ten breasts. Knife in the neck. Synchronized 
swimming. One explosion. Gratuitous topless bar. Pool cue Fu. 
Bow-and-arrow Fu. Cast: Nina Huang (“quietly effective in a 
wasted part” as Judy Wilcox), Lisa Comshaw (“two incredible 
talents,” “sexiest woman ever filmed” as Stephanie), Jonothan 
Gill (Black Falcon), Nathan Keye, Steve Self (Ron Wilcox). 
Writers: Klossowski, Patrick Lango, from Lango’s original 
story “Paleface.” [Note from Joe Bob: Klossowski is actually a 
London socialite whose complete name is Prince Stanislas 
Klossowski de Rola, Baron de Watteville. He has long been a part 
of the British music scene as a confidante of The Beatles, the 
Rolling Stones, and Jimi Hendrix.][Thrill Entertainment. 1993.] 
Overall rating: 74. 


% 
‘ 


\ 


Members of the Suspense Thriller Committee are Graham C. Carlton, entertainment attorney, Elkhorn, Wis.; Kevin 
Cleary, video store owner, Madison Heights, Va.; Dan DeBorba, transportation sales manager, Rancho Palos Verdes, Calif.; 
Richard Leister, railroad conductor, North Wales, Pa.; Bill McEIhannon, chemical/petroleum engineer, Bellaire, Tex.; 
Jerry D. Mead, editor of The Wine Trader, Carson City, Nev.; Gregory Oliver, computer consultant, Mansfield, Tex.; 
Kenneth Roberts, software technician, Carver, Mass.; Colonel St. James, disc jockey, Houston; Dan Taylor, editor of the 
fanzine Exploitation Retrospect, Haddonfield, N.J.; Phil Tortorici, furniture finisher, West Palm Beach, Fla.; John Ward, 
editorial assistant for a textbook publisher, Somerville, Mass.; Murray Whichard, crime analyst, Poway, Calif.; and Wynn 


Winberg, film/video director, Arlington, Tex. 


e) ewel Shep- 
ard, the au- 
thor/scream queen 
best known for her 
book The Invasion 
of the B-Girls, has a 
new book about the 
backstage life of top- 
less dancers, called 
Totally Live Nude 


Jewel Shepard Fan 
Club Newsletter, 
which comes out 


ports on such things 


as Jewel’s experience making a Revolting Cocks 





... Wherein we report from the 
Girls. Youcanread UNOeERGROUNO, Ehe Counter-culture, 
all about it in the €he ouf€-of—€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 
quarterly and re- places where misfits Owell. 


IRS is nothing but 
a collection of frus- 
trated fascists”), 
and humorous, 
strange-but-true 
lawyer stories like 
the one about the 
attorney who filed 
acomplaint against 
someone who called 
him an asshole. 
This provocative 
compilation of es- 
says and cartoons 
is published every 
other month, with 
annual subscrip- 


tions available for $25, payable to: AntiShyster, P.O. 


video, her voiceover work on the Saturday morning Box 5407 86, Dallas, TX 7 B804 0786. 


show Garfield and Friends, and 
her various video and film ap- 
pearances. (Her famous role was 
starring in the immortal Holly- 
wood Hot Tubs.) Like most 
scream queens, she sells sexy 
autographed photos, as well as 
a limited-edition lithograph by 
Dave Stevens (creator of The 
Rocketeer and ex-husband of 
scream queen Brinke Stevens) 
and a video called The Private 
World of Jewel Shepard, describ- 
ing her experiences on the set of 
Caged Heat II. Everything is 
available through her newslet- 
ter, which goes for $5 for four 
issues, payable to: Jewel 
Shepard Fan Club, P.O. Box 
480265, Los Angeles, CA 90048. 
e 

As we recover from the No- 
vember elections and the bar- 
rage of repugnant political ad- 
vertisements (pass the soap, 
please), it seems fitting to browse 
through Alfred Adask’s Anti- 
Shyster, a 64-page publication 
committed to standing in oppo- 
sition to lies and professional 
liars, especially within the realm 
of politics and law. There’s a 
whole lot of talk about taxes, 
and how we “volunteer” to pay 
for them, talk about big govern- 
ment (“government size is di- 
rectly proportional to govern- 
ment corruption”), talk about 
the power/impotence of the IRS 
(“Without the public’s fear, the 





PE mnacla the latest j in cadicenr, 


Nonsense refuses to let us forget the unforgettable Gordon Jump, 
pictured here on the... top row, center? (We forget.) 


€ 

Nothing has generated such public debate and 
finger-pointing as the profligate depiction of vio- 
lence in film. But, according to BRETTnews, aspunky 
little 12-page rag, that is nothing compared to a more 
insidious cinematic trend, which “poses a greater 
threat to our collective well-being and sense of de- 
cency.” That would, of course, be the proliferation of 
graphic onscreen vomit scenes. BRETTnews con- 
tends that while the correlation between onscreen 
and offscreen violence remains debatable, no one can 
dispute the unwelcome impulse toward copycat be- 
havior we all experience while watching a graphic 
cookie-toss on the big screen: “I assure you, it will 
take only one impressionable moviegoer, unable to 
control that natural gag reflex, to create a veritable 
flood of lost lunch. Can any of us pretend to be of such 
strong stock that a nearby fellow multiplex patron 
invoking the name of Ralph wouldn’t bring up an 
equally strong reaction from us?” Brett Leveridge, 
a bartender at Mickey Mantle’s Restaurant on Cen- 
tral Park South, puts out BRETTnews, a one-man 
publication self-proclaimed as “a pretty darned good 





read.” Itcontains movie and mu- 
sic reviews, letters-to-the-edi- 
tor, recipes (“for dweebs”), horo- 
scopes and lively commentary. 
For a sample or subscription 
information, write to: L & K 
Publishing, 245 Eighth Ave., 
Suite 305, New York, NY 10011. 
e 

We love anything that 
might make MADD mad, so we 
like Hofstra University’s 
against-the-grain campus 
magazine, Nonsense, which 
dedicated its most recent issue 
to alcohol appreciation. Jeff 
Belanger, Editor-in-Chief, 
quotes his Great, Great, Grand 
Pappy: “Alcohol is like a Gor- 
don Jump TV show... just not 
as intoxicating.” Nonsense, 
Hofstra University’s only in- 
tentional humor magazine, not 
only boasts articulate, non- 
mainstream writing, but is 
teeming with clever faux ads 
like a knock-off of The Puppet 
Masters called The Muppet 
Masters starring Kermit the 
Frog and Gordon Jump. (Some- 
one on the staff spent way too 
much time watching WKAP re- 
runs.) The 24-page newsprint 
monthly goes for $5 per year, 
payable to: Nonsense, Room 203, 
Student Center, Hofstra Uni- 
versity, Hempstead, NY 11550-1022. 

e 

Counteracting sex-negativity in schools, sex toy 
packing tips for travelers, and X-rated movie recom- 
mendations are just some of what you'll read about 
in Good Vibes Gazette. This four-page newsletter is 
put out by Good Vibrations and its publishing arm, 
The Sexuality Library/Down There Press, to keep 
customers and friends updated on the latest books, 
products and videos available through mail order. 
Good Vibrations is a San Francisco-based adult- 
oriented retail store selling anything from vibrators 
and videos to “Jane’s Bonds.” Established 17 years 
ago with one modest retail store, it has since ex- 
panded to include two mail-order catalogs and a 
publishing company, with plans to launch a satellite 
store in Berkeley within the next year. And now that 
they've hopped on the Infobahn via Internet, they 
are looking down the road at making their catalogs 
available on-line for customers, or even creating 
their own BBS. For a copy of the newsletter or 
catalog, write: Good Vibrations, 1210 Valencia St., 
San Francisco, CA 94110. 
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Call em anything you like, cause as Mom always says... 


Sticks and Scones 


very time I go to England, I try to have break- 
fast. 

It’s not as bad as trying to have breakfast in 
France, but it’s still a big mistake. 
They dump the eggs on your 
plate with Jello scoops. They’re 
supposed to be scrambled eggs, 
but they’re sealed together with 
some kind of Super Glue that 
looks like it seeped out of Liz 
Taylor’s makeup case. You can 
spear these scrambled eggs and 
fling em across the room, and 

they won’t break apart. 

But that’s not the worst 
part. The worst partis this Rock- 
of-Gibraltar biscuit they bring 
you that looks like somebody 
baked a Frisbee for six days and 
then glazed it with lighter fluid. 
You can’t eat one of these things 
without having a professional 
dentist in the room. 

These are called scones. 

Even the name sounds 
gross. It sounds like an ugly 
sixties glam-rock band: “Davy 
Starbuck and the Scones.” Or 
maybe like an ancient Druid 
religious object they keep in a 
back room of the British Mu- 
seum. “If you will step this way, 
ladies and gentlemen, you can 
observe one of the rare Scones, once venerated in 
western Wales as sacrificial altars on which were 
inscribed the dynastic histories of the 
Wotanrynnngldveld peoples.” 

Anyhow, whatever it is, it’s not something you 
wanna put in your mouth. 

But the reason I’m bringing this up is that I’ve 
been noticing, for about six months now, that places 
all over America are starting to sell scones. Remem- 
ber when we were all invaded by those dadblamed 
Seattle cappuccino shops with the dweebs in polo 
shirts workin behind the counters? Remember when 
they started selling croissants, for God’s sake? 

This time they’ve gone too far. 

In the last week, I’ve been in coffee shops that 
offered Scones, Blueberry Scones, Cheddar Scones, 
and, most terrifying of all, the Scottish Oatmeal 
Scone. Pretty soon McDonald’s will be offering a 
McScone with your Egg McMuffin. Or maybe they'll 
get rid of the muffin entirely and just call it an Egg 


McScone. 

You know, this happened once before in Ameri- 
can history. About fifty years ago everbody decided 
they loved Danish pastry. And so non-Danish people 





started making these sweet rolls that they called 
“Danish.” Only, if you’ve ever been to Denmark, then 
you know that, over there, a pastry is actually edible. 
A real Danish pastry tastes so good that people 
sometimes die of cholesterol overload right there in 
the bakery. But when it got over to America, it 
became one of the most annoyingly bad breakfast 
items we've ever had, kind of a glazed wad of sugar 
dough with stale cinnamon on top of it. 

My point is, we can’t even do it right when we’re 
importing a decent breakfast food. Now we think 
we're gonna bring scones over here? When you eat 
em in England, where people presumably know how 
to make em, they already taste like styrofoam with 
mud slathered over it. You’ve got to assume that 
Vinnie, down at the East Main Street Deli, is only 
gonna make it worse. 

You've heard of people with kidney stones? 

Wait till you see people with kidney scones. 

That’s all I’m gonna say. 


11 


Lose the Lexus! Park that pick-up! All aboard the... 


Rice-a-Roni Express 


ll over the western states 

they’re buildin these “light rail 
systems,” “mass transit complexes,” 
“people movers,” and we know what 
they’re talkin about, right? 

Streetcars. They're puttin in 
streetcars. Theyre puttin in the 
same kind of streetcars that they 
already had back in the fifties, but 
they shut em down and ripped all 
the track off the streets. And so 
now they’re puttin the track back 
down on the streets, and spendin 
about a gazillion dollars doing it. 

They just put in a 5.3-mile sys- 
tem in Denver. 

Please. 

Denver? Five point three? 

People drive fifty point three 
miles just to get a cup of coffee in 
Denver. They really think people 
are gonna use this thing? 

They’re tryin the same thing in 
Dallas, in Houston, even in E] Lay. 
All these places where people live 
in their cars all day. They really 
believe that people are gonna get out of their cars and 
start ridin the train ever day. 

Lemme splain somethin to you people. 

There are exactly two ways to make people get 
out of their cars and ride the train. 

One is to take away parking. Make it impossible 
to park. This is why mass transit works in New York 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
atrandom, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. | 





















| T-Shirts 
Robin Hood Men in Tights XL; Dick Tracy (M); The Boff 
Master (XL) sweatshirt; Survivor—Third Annual World Drive- 
In Movie Festival (with “Property of Joe Bob Briggs” on the 
sleeve—10-S, 17-M); Christmas At The Drive-In (2-S); Dice 
Rules (10-L); Amore. 
- _ Videos 
Prelude To A Kiss with Meg Ryan and Alec Baldwin; 
President’s Target; Presumed Guilty starring Jack Vogel; Prey _ 
of the Chameleon with Daphne Zuniga and James Wilder; Pride | 
| & Joy: The Story of Alligator Records. — : 





REET 


ba gs cy. 
REY TAT IS 
> bg v 
Bee ee Se, 
¥.?ae i 


City, Paris, Mexico City, places like that. You’ve got 


so many buildings, and so few parking places, that 
it’s too much of a hassle to take a car into the city. 
Some people do take cars into the city. But they end 
up paying nine thousand dollars a month to doit, and 
they spend four hours a day in traffic. 

It would be easy to do this. Every time somebody 
gets a building permit for an office building, require 
them to provide no parking. ; 

But instead, the city councils do the opposite. 
When somebody puts up a building, they require the 
owner to provide a massive amount of parking. This 
destroys all the incentive to use mass transit. 

The second thing you can do to make mass 
transit work is tax gasoline until it’s about eight 
bucks a gallon. This is what they do in Europe. It 
works. Believe me, it works. You ever rent a car in 
Europe? Remember the first time you filled it up, and 
the guy said “That’ll be 120 bucks, please”? Remem- 
ber how much you really thought about it before you 
burned any gas after that? | 

You want mass transit? Take away the parking, 
and take away the cheap gas. Then you got millions 
of people who want to ride the train. 

Until you do that, you’re just buildin theme park 
rides, people. 

I’m surprised I have to explain this stuff. 
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Dear Joe Bob, 
On the recent occa- 
~ sion of my 47th birth- 
day, a friend com- 
mented that my whole 
life so far has been like 
a drive-in movie. Do you 
think I should continue 
waiting for the obliga- 
tory Daryl Hannah 
nude scene or go head 
on and place a “Rela- 
tionships” ad in the Chronicle? 
Captain Ozone 
Yreka, Calif. 
Dear Captain: 
Clint Eastwood’s life has been a drive-in movie, 
and his leading ladies are getting younger. 
Hold out for the good nookie. 


Dear Joe: 

Elphay. 

I am an indentured slave trapped just north 
(pink on the map). Our national debt is larger than 
yours. Although I am part French, speak French 
(merdement) and work in Quebec, any criticism of 
our leader brands me as a bigot—you know the pain! 
I like Quebec fu or fu Quebec as we must say here. At 
least we have a drive-in. 

Hopelessly, 

Ken Parker 

Whitby, Ontario, Canada 
Dear Ken: 

I think you wrote me a letter with a French 
accent. 

The horror, the horror. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I have a friend who sends me your movie re- 
views. I am presently incarcerated, so I need all the 
humor I can get. 

What do you know about the number thirteen? 
I’m enclosing an article someone mailed to me to give 
you an idea why I asked the question. [newspaper 
clipping: “Fugitive murder convict’s unlucky num- 
ber called . . . Partlow was caught on a Friday the 
thirteenth by thirteen sheriffs deputies . . . He’d 
been on the run for thirteen years.”] The reporter 
wasn't aware I| went on trial in my thirteenth month 
in jail, or that my trial lasted thirteen days, or the 
jury had thirteen members (one was replaced). 

At the time of this writing, I have three five- 
years-to-life sentences plus one one-to-fourteen-years, 
all running consecutively. But these will, by law, be 
changed to nine years, and I did get the four years, 
so I’m on a roll of thirteens. 

Patiently, 
Gary Partlow, #H-15966 
Tracy, Calif. 





Dear Gary: 

I would say that, 
when you add up all 
those numbers together, 
it does not look too good 
for your team. 


Joe Bob— 

I am one who really 
does remember Lenny 
Bruce. (Never met him 
but havea postcard from 
him somewhere.) I followed him since his first Steve 
Allen performance, bought his records, bought 
monthly issues of Rogue with his one-page columns 
(even though I was underage and there were better 
skin magazines), read How To Talk Dirty and Influ- 
ence People when it was serialized in Playboy years 
before the book was published. In a page and a half, 
you did the best summing up of him I’ve read, better 
than any of Paul Krassner’s numerous articles after 
Bruce’s death. My deepest appreciation. 

Thanks, 
Allen Pasternak 
Houston 
Dear Allen: 
Best of all, Lenny still has the ability to make 
people mad. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Keep up the fine work! We read your columns in 
Comic Relief, as well as bizarrely edited versions of 
your work in Stars and Stripes. I think you probably 
cut to the heart of whichever subject you choose to 
dissect better than anyone else in the mass media. 
No vitriol here, just let’s plain ol’ cut through the 
bull. Even when I don’t agree, you help ream out 
clogged arteries of opinions instead of looking for, 
well, dare I say it?, truth. Or a reasonable facsimile. 
Much closer than government work! 

My husband is in the Navy, and we are living in 
Naples, Italy. Italy is great, but having come to 
military life late (that is, in my thirties, after my 
brain developed), the worst part of living abroad is 
being too near other Americans. If we aren’t forcing 
our opinions and morality on one another or trying 
to make Italians fit into our particular world view, 
then we are rude to one another and complaining. 
You can always tell Americans in a crowd of Italians 
‘cause we look scared to death! Perhaps it’s the 
unswerving search for security and safety in all 
aspects of the American psyche that leads us to be 
unable to enjoy life, or at least our constant demand 
for safety in a land where safety and security are 
purely optional, as well as is good typing. 

At our recreation park are the sad remains of 
what was once a drive-in. Just the wall remains, 
leaving only sad flickering images of movies from the 
forties and fifties. You were right. Those dirty Italian 
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Commies won that battle, even on U.S. Navy (leased) 
property. 
So, thanks for everything! Keep it up. Some of us 
are with you. 
Sincerely, 
Erika Palack 
Naples, Italy 
Dear Erika: 
Don't be too hard on the Americans over there. It 
takes em three years just to learn how to pronounce 
the food. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

I consistently enjoy your 
ramblings and insights and 
share your enthusiasm in the 
fight to uphold and preserve 
immortal abuses of film- 
making along with the 
almost long forgotten 
drive-in concept where 
so many of these films 
were used to entertain 
between car-hopping, 
fights (unfortunately), 
barbecuing and general 
partying. My teenage years 
were in St. Louis and up until 
the mid-seventies there were 
many fine drive-in the- 
aters. I think there are 
only a few now. 

I have interest in 
films of many types, but 
low-budget ones have a 
special place in my, uh, 
heart especially when 
they are done right (which 
might be someone else’s 
wrong). Close-up detailed 
gore doesn’t do much for 
me,butfunisfun.’'drather <=" <€-™ , 
watch a flick with a nutty 
impossible scenario that 
is loaded with women that are real easy on the eyes. 
I like the ones that are slim and have a pretty face yet 
anchored with more than their share of breast tis- 
sue. Some former Playboy girls fit the bill nicely, 
thank you. Hope Carlton is nice, though I wish she 
just had a few more inches on top. Roberta Vasquez 
is fine, but she does not know what to do in front of 
the camera. I recently saw on cable a bad (and not 
good) film with these two along with another Playboy 
girl named Devin something or other, Erik Estrada, 
Dona Speir, etc., and the film was simply too bad for 
me (not enough action, intrigue, breasts, behinds, 
general nastiness), but there was a really fine look- 
ing chassis that had a super pair of high-beam 
headlights. Who is this lady and can she be seen in 









anything of appropriate sleaze? You might now have 
a decent idea of the looks I like the girls to generally 
have andif you don’t mind putting a little brainpower 
into making me a list of some better “pick-sures” I 
should try to run down I would appreciate it. 

Regards, 

Greg Pawelko 

San Francisco 
Dear Greg: 

If 'm not mistaken, you were watching an Andy 
Sidaris flick called Hard Hunted, and the gal with 
the high-beam headlights is none other than the 
legendary Ava Cadell. Since all of Andy’s movies get 
mixed up in my head, I could be totally wrong. 
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This Week's Contest 


Big Jim Black of Blacksburg, 8.C.: “In the early 
eighties, about 81 or 82, I saw a Frankenstein-type 
movie at the local theater and have been trying to 
find the name of it, who was in it, and if it’s available 
on tape. I do remember that it was in 3-D and was 
very graphic. It had a lot of the usual 3-D scares— 
guts in the face, body parts falling off of operating 
tables, graphic beheadings with giant scissors. The 
plot revolved around this evil mad scientist guy who 
was trying to bring this dead guy back to life. The 
scene that I really remember was forever burned 
into my memory. I mean, I was around 15-16 years 
old and it really did a job on me. I remember the evil 
scientist guy caught his assistant molesting a female 
corpse which the scientist had recently cut open 
down from the neck to the top of her navel. The 
corpse was crudely sewn together and the scientist 
really chewed his assistant out. Then the scientist 
climbs onto the corpse and proceeds to rip open the 
stitches and fondle the internal organs of the dead 
girl. After a while of doing this, he proceeds to take 
his clothes off and starts to have intercourse with the 
dead girl’s insides. Like I said, an intense scene! As 
the scientist was getting his jollies, his assistant was 
spanking his monkey and getting his jollies while 
watching his boss. Then after the scientist gets done, 
he hops off the table and says to his assistant, “T'o 
understand life, you must first screw it in the liver” 
or something to that effect. I’m not sure if that was 
his exact line but it’s real close and, remember, this 
was all in 3-D! I think the movie was made in ’74 or 
"75. Any info on this movie would be greatly appre- 
ciated. Let me know if I can get it on tape, because 
nobody believes my story about it.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 
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We Have A Winner! 


In the August 22 issue, Kathryn Stuckey of 
Menlo Park, California, wrote: “I can’t remember the 
name of this movie, but it involved two guys in a 
fallout shelter after nuclear holocaust and dwarf 
disco mutants in white polyester suits. Any bells? I’d 
like to see it again.” 

We received five correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And he is... 

Robert Logan of Norman, Oklahoma: “The 
title of the movie Kathryn is searching for is Radio- 
active Dreams. It stars Michael Dudikoff (in a rare 
non-martial arts movie) as Marlowe and John 
Stockwell as Phillip. They escape from a fallout 
shelter where they have lived alone for 15 years and 
head into a nuclear wasteland. Their first encounter 
is Miles Archer (Lisa Blount), who steals an un- 


loaded gun from Marlowe but loses the keys to the 
last nuclear missile in the process. Their next en- 
counter is with two white-dressed (Saturday Night 
Fever-style) disco mutants, whom they rescue Rusty 
(Michelle Little) from. While Kathryn remembers 
these two, they only appear in about four scenes, all 
of which are short. The rest of the movie consists of 
about five groups (including Miles and Rusty) mis- 
leading, chasing and beating Phillip and Marlowe 
trying to obtain the keys. Finally they lure all the 
groups into a deserted warehouse, allowing them to 
kill each other. Somehow George Kennedy ended up 
with a minor part in this movie. Many of the charac- 
ters used 1960’s-1970’s slang. All the movie had a 
rock music background, and at times I was reminded 
of Streets of Fire. 1 do agree with Kathryn—it’s worth 
seeing.” 

Additonal information came from our four run- 


Joe Bob Jackets Back for an Encore! 





“Cool jacket!”—Cary Woods, 











Big- She t Hollywoo 7 
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for the crew of his TV show, and they were such a hit, he decided to offer 
them to his fans, too. These high quality jackets have a charcoal gray 
wool body with red leather sleeves, collar and pocket slits. On the back 
is a full color chenille patch with the Joe Bob Briggs logo and extra 
stitching to read “Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Your 
name plus “Bob” (i.e. “Mary Bob” or “Sam Bob”) in red script on the left 
front costs $6 extra. First deadline for ordering is December 15. Allow 8 
weeks from that date for delivery. Specify size—men’s XS/16-18, S/36, M/ 
38, L/40-42, XL/42-44, XXL/46, XXXL/46-48, 4XL/50-52. Please use form to 
provide shipping address and fill out the following: 


$ Jacket $155 (XXL orlarger $170) Size 
$ (Texas residents add 8.5% sales tax) 

$ Name on front $6 

$ Shipping $5 Name on Jacket 

$ Total Daytime phone 


Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘To Sleep With a Vampire’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the four-star erotic thriller 
To Sleep With a Vampire for only $ 10 starring Charlie Spradling 
in her hottest role yet as a topless dancer who falls in love with 
a vampire. Hurry! Offer expires November 30 1994. 


L_| Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus To Sleep 
With a Vampire video—S80 in foreign countries. 


[_| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Name 

Address 

City 

meee CE ne ee 
Check one: MC __ Visa __ Exp. Date 
signature 


oe 


‘Cappuccino My Butt’ Mug 


This 15-ounce ceramic sipper is white with ‘Cappuccino 
My Butt’ on the front in black. (Other side says: “When did 
everybody go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes 
to this new idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla- 
Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art director for music 
videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs.) $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. 
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ners-up... 

Raisin Blowme of Buffalo: 
“The 1986 flick Radioactive 
Dreams was one of the wave of 
movies climbing aboard the Road 
Warrior post-apocalypse band- 
wagon. This one goes for the hu- 
morous gusto. It’s about a pair of 
lads raised in a fallout shelter ona 
steady diet of Raymond Chandler 
noirvels, them being John 
Stockwell and American Ninja’s 
Michael Dudikoff, who tries his 
hand at lite comedy only to get 
actor’s cramp. At the first chance 
they get out on the bombed-out 
town, they begin affecting all those 
noir mannerisms. It’s a good thing, 
too, ‘cause out there is Lisa Blount, 
she of the ‘bodacious ta-ta’s’ of An 
Officer and a Gentleman. Also fea- 
tured are George Kennedy and 
those disco midgets in the kind of 
fictional night club that probly 
exists this very moment in the 
darker bowels of the Big (rotten) 
Apple.” 

Don Glover of Seattle: “Some 
really great music in this film, my 
favorite being the song ‘Guilty 
Pleasures.’ Mutants, dwarves, can- 
nibals, dancing dicks—this film 
has it all.” 

Joel Spencer “J.S.” Horn of 
Brookfield, Illinois: “Radioactive 


Dreams is written and directed by 
Albert Pyun; the film truly is one 
of a kind.” 

Also answering correctly was 
Conrad Rubinkowskiof Spring- 
field, Illinois. 











Mt. Healthy Drive-In 
Mt. Healthy, Ohio 


Bureaucrat Alert! The city 
council of Mt. Healthy, Ohio, is 
crowing because they've man- 
aged to use city money to rip 
down the screen, tear down all 
the buildings, and plow roads 
through the fourteen-acre 
former site of the Mt. Healthy 
Drive-In on Compton Road. 
Why? So they can sell the site as 

n “office and light industrial” 
complex. The first people to 
move in: four doctors. Sorry, 
friends, but the patient is al- 
ready terminal. Thomas A. Long 
of Cincinnati reminds us that, 
without eternal vigilance, it can 
happen here. 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 
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Fanzines 


Dan Cziraky’s Let It Bleed horror & sci-fi 
zine is now monthly! Send $12 for a year’s 
subscription to Dan Cziraky, 100 Sunset 
Ave., Newark, N.J. 07106-1937. Mention 
The Joe Bob Report and get your lucky 
thirteenth issue free! 


Miscellaneous 


Looking for a copy of The Hollywood Movie 
Code. M. Pastermack, 6430 Mystic Street, 
Oakland, CA 94618. 


| Get Yours— 
| Dirt Cheap! 
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Place a personal ad or message, | 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge | 

| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t | 

| forget your signature and expiration | 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 

2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will | 
appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 

| 

| 

| 

| 


| 
| $10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
| Run the ad a second time at half 
| price! 





SECOND 
CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 





